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While thus she said I took them from her hand. And, overcome with love and r.ear.icss, woke ;
And overcome with ruth that she should stand Barefooted on the grass ; that, when she spoke,
Her mystic words should take so sweet a tone,
And of all names her lips should choose * My own/
I rose, I journeyed, neared my home, and soon Beheld the spire peer out above the hill:
It was a sunny harvest afternoon, When by the churchyard wicket, standing still,
I cast my eager eyes abroad to know
If change had touched the scenes of long ago.
I looked across the hollow; sunbeams shone Upon the old house with the gable-ends :
* Save that the laurel-trees are taller grown, No change/ methought, e to its grey wall extends.
What clear bright beams on yonder lattice shine !
There did I sometime talk with Eglantine/
There standing with my very goal in sight, Over my haste did sudden quiet steal;
I thought to dally with my own delight, Nor rush on headlong to my garnered weal,
But taste the sweetness of a short delay,
And for a little moment hold the bliss at bay*